
The comcallHiftorieof 

for by this ring the Doftor lay with me. 

Nemjfa. And pardon me my gentle Gratis 
tor that tame /crubbed boy the Doctors Clarke 
in licw ofthis.laft night did lie with me. 

Grati. Why this is like the mending of high wayes 
m Sommer where the waves are fair e enough ? ' 

What, arc wc cuckolds ere we haue deferu’d it. 

P° r - Speakc not to grofly, you arc all amaz’d 5 
Hecrcis a letter, reade it atyourlcafure, 

If comes from Padua from Bellarto , 
there vou (hall fmde that Portia was the Dofior, 
pfeyr/jja there her Clarke. Borcnzj) hecre 
fhall witnes I let foorth as foone as you, 
and euen but now returnd : /hauenotyet 
enferd my houfe. nth onto you are welcome, 

and I haue better newes in ftorc for you 
than you exfpecl: vnfeale this letter foone, 
there you /hall finde three ofyour Argofies 
are richly come to harbour fodainly. ° 

You fhall not know by what /trange accident 
7 chaunccd on this letter. 

tsfntho. 7am dumb? 

Bajf. Were you the Doftor, and 7 knew you not ? 

Gr*. Were you the Clark that is to makeme cuckold. 

%T* 7 but the Clarke that neuermeanes to doe it. 
vnleile he liuc vntill he be a man. 

Baf (Sweet Doctor) you fhall be my bedfellow, 
when I am abfent then lie with my wife. 

jin, (Sweet Lady) you haue giuen me life and lyuingj 
for heerc I reade for certaine that my /hips 
are /afely come to Rode. 

Por, How now Lorenzo ? 
my Clarke hath fome good comforts to for you. 

Ner /, and ile giuc them him without a fee. 

There doe 7 giue to you and Iejjica 
from the rich 7ewe, a fpcciall deede of gift 
after his death, ofall hedies poffeft of.. 

Jjyw* 


the Merchant of Venice, 

. Uren, Faire Ladies, you drop Mannain the way 
cf ftarued people. 

<j>or. 7c is almoft morning, 
and yet f am fure you arc not finished 
of thefe euents at full. Let vs goe in, 
and charge vs there vponintergotories, 
and we will aunfwer all things faithfully. 

Gra. Let it be fo, the firft intergotory 
that my Nern(fa fhall be fwornc on, is, 
whether till the next night /he had rather flay, 
or goe to bed now being two houres to day : 

But* were the day corns, 7 /hould wi/h it darks 
till 7 were couching with the Doctors Clarke, 

Well, while 7liue, ile feare no other thing 
fo fore, as keeping fafe N errijpu ring. 

j Exeunt, 

FINIS. 
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